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Author's Notes: 
this is my first fan fiction, none of this is true only crazy imaginings from my brain 


4 musicians exhausted and pumped full of steroids stood on a stage the lead singer stepped forward and spoke 
"when someone Tells you, you cant do something, turn around and look them in the eye and say you can, 
because you have independence you can achieve" the light dimmed and the scarf around his head glittered in 


the light momentarily casting his young face with sunken eyes and puffy skin in a halo. 


The singer stopped talking and the wail of a guitar sounded somewhere in the darkness a bright spot light 
shone suddenly to the side of the stage a tall man with ragged hair cradled a guitar in his arms like it was his 
life line his tortured fingers plucking at the strings making the awesome sound that made the 50 thousand 
strong audience in front of them scream passionately, using all of his strength he kept standing up straight 
and ran back towards the main stage. 


A keyboard riff kicked in, its beautiful sound eerily crossing the arena and out into the night, the guy 
responsible for this spine tingling sound was no more than a kid, a lb year old boy stood on that stage with a 


broken look that belonged to a older man, he looked up and the camera caught a pale face dripping with sweat 
his body shivering fever strong in him, he looked up his vision blurred making the stars look magical and his 
figure kept pressing down on the keys. 


A few feet away a shorter but more mature man the eldest of the group brought his arm up and back down 
again as he kept up the unrelenting beat of the song, his arms felt heavy and his hands were like weights on 
the end of them, his drumstick although only made of wood felt leaden in his hands, it was wearing of the 
steroids he could feel the numbness start to creep back and the sense of not caring his eyelids drooped and 
he missed a beat using what was left of his will power he finished the song. 


The last note of the singers voice floated out to the audience and a thunder of applause was herd, the singer 
started speaking again something about only saying goodnight rather than goodbye his voice cracking with 
strain as he spoke, most of the words were lost to the other three men. The singer stopped talking once more 


and turned around to look at them. 


They stared right back seeing empty shells, somewhere in the back of there mind they thought that face used 
to smile with mischief were did the playfulness go and the twinkle in their brothers eyes, but it was all gone 
know not dead it was still there buried deep down inside waiting to be rediscovered by loved one and the people 


that cared for them. 


And so the syndicate tour came to a end the empty shells ripped there gaze away from one another and left 
the stage heading away from the man that caused them so much pain and trouble and towards salvation that 
came in the form of there family's and girl friends making their way towards a different journey. They had 
just left their journey of success behind but this one had happiness at the end of it. 


